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Silent Love
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The Seyhan River had turned between red and dark blue that evening. As the sky slowly burned, the coolness of the wind took their breath away. The woman was walking along the river bank in her thin floral dress, leaving a light mark with every step she stepped on the grass.
The woman turned and smiled. That laugh was the softest dagger that stabbed into the man's heart. The woman's deep, wide, and meaningful eyes were like a sea shining as she looked at the sunset. The man realized that he wanted to stay in those eyes for a lifetime.
"What do you think?" she asked, as the wind blew her hair. A little bit of you, a little bit of the Seyhan River," the man said. What's the difference between the two?" "The river reminds me of you," the man said slowly, "because you both seem deep and unattainable."
––––––––
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The woman smiled, but there was a break in her eyes. The man had memorized every emotion in those eyes and immediately noticed the break. 
The woman's eyes told him more than words. One step closer. The floral patterns of the woman's dress fluttered with the wind. At that moment, the man thought that no work of art in the world could achieve such simple beauty. They sat together on the edge of the Seyhan River." Do you know?" said the man, 

"Sometimes one loves at the wrong time. " He continued." I don't care about the right time," the woman said. Whenever I found you, that moment is the right time for me." He said softly. The woman turned her head and looked into his eyes: "When I talk like this, it seems like I can forgive the whole past." I love the past and the present." said the man.

"What about tomorrow?" I admire tomorrow." A wave came, reaching to the woman's feet. At that moment, they saw their faces reflected on the water; the two silhouettes met in one color. The man looked at that reflection and whispered quietly: "This is the best form of loving... To be together and just sit next to you."

The woman closed her eyes, the wind blowing her hair. The man was jealous of the wind. Then the woman slowly stretched out her hand and touched the man's hand. One of the woman's eyes was turned towards the Seyhan River and the other towards the man. 

"Don't forget me," he said. 

"Forgetting! You are like a wave inside me. Whenever there is silence, your name hits my shores."
That night, neither of them spoke again and listened to Adana. The woman put her head on the man's shoulder. The man looked at the sky and repeated silently in his heart:
"I live you like a prayer"
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Escape
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It was evening. He was going home. He saw a woman walking slowly in front of him. The woman fell to the ground. He ran to the woman. He checked if he was breathing. The woman had fainted. He didn't know what to do. His house was nearby. He picked her up and took her home.  "Good thing the neighbors didn't see it. Who knows what they would think," he said to himself.

The man was cooking in the kitchen. Suddenly he heard a noise. He ran and looked. The woman had fallen to the ground. As he fell, he knocked over the coffee table next to him. The man tried to lift the woman.
-Let me go! who are you? where am I? he said with a surprised look.
-Calm down. You are safe. You fainted in front of me. So I brought you to my house.
The woman panicked.
-Did you call the police? 
he said-Did I have to call?
-Well... Nope. Said
The man tried to lift the woman up again. The woman did not react this time. He put the woman back to bed.
-Do you like pasta? he 
said-Yes.
-Good. That's all I can eat. Because. The man returned to the kitchen without smiling.
He carefully placed the plates in a simple order, far from ostentatious.
-Good luck.
-Enjoy your meal.
The man waited for the woman to finish her meal and said: 
"Are you running away from the police?
-Ha....... Nope.
-Don't lie!
-Yes. Please don't report me. I can't go back there again!
-What did you do?
-Well...
-I need to know this.
-I killed the man who tried to rape me.
The man looked at the woman carefully. He believed he was telling the truth.
-Get well soon.
-Thanks.
-Where were you going before you fainted?
-I don't know. I was just trying to escape. It made no sense where I was going.
-You have nowhere to go?
-No... I only have a phone number... This is my only hope. If I can't reach him, my situation is dire.
The woman looked helpless. The man took pity on the woman.
-You can stay here for a while if you want.
-Really?
The woman's eyes lit up. He expressed his gratitude with his eyes.
-Yes, but no being seen by anyone. I don't want to get in trouble.
-Of course. Thank you very much.
The days passed calmly. Weeks later, the woman had gathered her strength. The man came from work. The woman greeted him at the door.
-Welcome, Serkan.
-Welcome, Heart.
Serkan saw Gönül tidying up the house.
-Thank you for your trouble.
-I made meatballs. Do you like it?
-I love it. The heart was happy.
-Since I'm a burden to you here, I want to be of use. I will do the housework and cooking.
-Is that possible? You are a guest.
-Please let me do this much.
The heart seemed determined.
-Okay.
They were well used to each other. Serkan did not see Gönül as a murderer. She was an unlucky woman for him. He tried to adopt it as a human being.
-Welcome.
-Welcome.
-How much you bought.
-I won't be here for a week. I have to go out of town for my job. I never know, my future may take longer. He has an accident, he has trouble.
This news made Gönül a little stagnant. It was night. Serkan had packed his suitcase. As he left the house, the heart was standing to see him off.
-Goodbye. Have a nice trip.
-The house is entrusted to you, heart. Take care.
-You too.
A week had passed quickly. She couldn't wait to come home. Along the way, he thought about his home. When Serkan came home, Gönül and a woman greeted him.
-Welcome, Serkan.
-Welcome.
-Well... this is Sevda. My friend with whom I ran away. You know, I mentioned the phone number. When I called, he said there was a problem where he was staying. He had nowhere to go like me.
-I understand. Hello Sevda. You can stay, but first I have to know what you're doing. So what was your crime?
Sevda looked at Gönül.
-Tell me what's going on, Sevda. Serkan will understand. He accepted me as such.
-I stabbed my drunken father who beat my mother to stop him. I didn't want to kill.
-For me, you are both unlucky women. It is not your fault. Good or bad life throws us away.
-Thank you, Serkan. I will never forget the good you did.
Serkan smiles as he bends down and opens his suitcase;
-Heart, I bought you something to wear. Now that love has come, you can share it.
-Aaaaaaa thank you, Serkan, you are very thin.
Serkan gave what he bought to Gönül. They were three people now.
The women saw Serkan off to work. After Serkan left, they started talking.
-Girl, where did you find this? 
The heart smiled.
-He found me.
-He seems like a very nice man. 
-It really is. Enough to be admired.
-What about you and him?
-No, no. He never even hinted at it. I didn't even catch his gaze. He looks at it with pity like a brother.
-Maybe he has a girlfriend.
-I don't think he's always at home. I did not witness him talking on the phone.
-Uhmm. Interesting
Weeks, even months had passed. The women settled in Serkan's house completely. It was a great advantage for them that the house was detached. Sevda and Serkan started to get closer. This situation disturbed Gönül. Again, a day when Serkan is not at home:
-I see that you are on very good terms with Serkan.
-What do you mean, heart?
-You literally stuck to the child.
-No, there is no such thing.
-Then stay away for a while.
-What's going on with you?
-I love him, okay? I finally said it. Oh my.
-I love it too, so what should I do?
-You got to know him thanks to me. Got it? I can't stand you grinning at him anymore, Sevda. Get out of the way.
-I can't. I can't help it, I love it.
-Get out of here! You made me regret calling you. You came between us like a black cat.
-However, if Serkan wants, I will go. Who are you to kick me out? And you said there was nothing between you.
-I told you to get out.
The heart pushed Sevda. They started fighting. They pulled each other's hair for minutes. Finally, they got tired and retreated to their corners. When Serkan came from work, he saw the house messy and looked at the women with confused looks and was startled for the first time. Without further ado:
-Girls, is there a problem? he called out to the women. The women came to Serkan. Their hair was messy and there was redness on their faces.
-What happened to you? Did you fight?
-It doesn't matter. Said sevda.
-Actually, it is important. We have to talk, Serkan. It's time to get things clear.
-What kind of heart? asked Serkan.
-Serkan, the truth is that we fought for you. said Gönül.
-For me?
-I wasn't going to say it, but since Gönül wants to talk. Well... The heart is jealous of us. He tried to kick me out.
-Is it true, Heart?
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